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He told me the Germans viewed the sightseeing high-spots of
Paris with awe and respect. If you told them that any hovel had
harboured at one time or other some famous poet or general they
aazed at it respectfully and said it was wundcrsclion. That sort of
experience had come my way, too. T was stopped near the Church
Saint-Pierre by a German private. Fn a serious voice he asked me if
it was of the Butte that Puccini wrote Die Rohemc. ] could have
pointed out to him that it wasn't written by Puccini, and it was
about the Quartier Latin. But he was so earnest about it and was
looking so seriously forward to Kultur pleasure, that I pointed to the
house opposite and said Mi mi had lived and died in that house. He
considered that too marvellous for words. He gazed at it from every
angle and photographed it from every angle, too. He asked for
details and J gave them readily. I showed him her window and
explained her cough could be heard fro in that side street over there.
So he explored the street too. It wasn't really ridiculous. As I
watched his pleasure-sodden face I reflected that it was a pity that
war, world conquest and cunning bestiality had been planted into
the Germanic soul, which was just as ready to gaze at a window
whence the cough of the heroine of an opera was supposed to have
come.
I was finding out a lot about Germans from other quarters, too.
The Paris Soir was out again, controlled by the Germans. Paul was
back at the paper, and with his first two articles he definitely tied
the rope round his neck. The rope of the revenge that some day
must come. In those articles he praised the Germans as masters of
manners and so superior to the tourists France had seen in the past.
But that is by the way. What interested me was that he was in
touch at the office with the Gorman officials and officers who ran
the paper. Fn the evenings he gave me a gist of the day's happenings
at the paper and at German headquarters. Nobody cared those days
about my hearing the little stories, 1 was but a harmless anachronism
on two legs.
The Germans didn't know what to do with Paris. It was too large
a nut for them and they were still stunned by their quick success.
In Poland it had been simpler and suited their nature: to kill off'the
population, to torture it. But here was a different problem. It was
a new one; and it takes the German a certain amount of time to
master new problems. True, once he masters it he's pretty efficient.
But the greatest problem of France's new rulers was how to make
themselves liked. They were in a quandary. Paul said Hitler
wanted to make peace with England. The cutting-up of die French
empire could solve many temporary problems. Actually, that